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1 1 One of the chlefs of the Fijl Islands

+hns a remarkable record. Descendant
of a famous line of chleftalns, he |8
1 also -an Oxford graduate, served as
i ook with the R, M. A. corps In France
! An 1016, and dater as a clerk with the
# Toyal Scotch Borderers, He has been
f medaled by King George for bravery.
Despite his good running start, he has
deserted clvilizatipn and returned to
the South Paciflc to llve among his
fellow Fijl Islanders.
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Free for Our Rgaders.

We have made arrangements where-
by every housewife who reads this
paper ean obtain a copy of “Reliable
Reclpes” absoluiely free of charge hy
simply writing the Home Economics
Department of the Calumet Baking

are Powder Co, 4100-28 Flllmore Btreet,
Chicago, T,

“Rellable Recipes” contalns 76 pages
of recipes and other information ap-
preciated by every housewife. It Is
illustrated In colors and will prove
qufte helpful -in preparing the dally
menu,

We have also made arrangements
with the Calumet Baking Powder Co.
wherehy thelr Home Economics De-
partment wlill cheerfully answer all
questions pertaining to  cooking,
Litchen equipment, ete, There I8 ab-
golutely no charge for this service,

’ Write the Home Economles Depart-

with

Ilﬁ

'ERY

 Ing ment of the Calumet Bsking Powder
de Co,, 410028 Fillmore 8t., Chieago, IIL,
LR Lodny for acopy of “Rellable Reclpes.”
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through that chorus girl’s Intrigue,
young man.
The Loveslck Son—I know, dad,

but they all dress llke that nowa-
dnys.—New York Sun.

Sure Relief

F OR INDIGESTION

) 6 Beuuans

e — | Hot water
4~ 2 =" Sure Relief

JELL-ANS

=t and _75¢ PackaguEvuM“
a dye—Iitls dan

Nn n I E ousn—Get s buttle of

QDan Hajr Color Restover — Safe as water —

it nnd uu!eh results. At all good drugyiste,
115.’2- direci from HESSIG. Chamists, I'-u."'l'

FARMERS
ARE WORKING HARDER

And using their feet more than ever before,
For all tgew workers, the frequent use of
Allen’s Foot=Fase, the antiseptic, healin

powder to be shaken into the shoes an

sprinkled in the foot-bath, increnses their
efficiency and insures needed physical com-
_ fort. Allen's Foot=Ease takes the Friction
from the Shoe, keeps the shoe from rub-
bing and the ntmklng: from wearing, fresh-

ens the feet, and
and blistered feet, men everywhere are
constant users of Allen's Foot=FEase. Don't
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get foot sore, get Allen’s Foot™=Ease.
More than One Million five hundred thou-
nnd unds of Powder for the Feet were

our Army and Navy during th

mr. {n & pinch, use Allen’s Foutﬂ
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CHAPTER XVII—Continued,
—15—

The snow was still falling quletly
Into the dark lake, and the squatter,
with & throb at his heart, eaught the
thread of light at the edge of the win-
dow blind of his home. Then his Pol-
Iyop was still up.

“Cover your houses and walt here"”
directed Perelval to the driver. Then
to Hopkins he said: *“As I told you,
gir, your daughter's suffered frightful-
ly. Poor girl, I am afrald, If you ap-
peared without warning, the shock
would be too much for her. Do as we
agreed In town, and go to Blshop's
shuck untll 1 come for you, I'll tell
bher you and the boy are home”

A long sigh slipped from the squat-
ter's lps. He desired to rush in and
hold his girl-brat to his overwrought
heart. He had heard with suppressed
emotlon Robert's tale of his Pollyop's
trinls, and now as he recollected them,
he could searcely restrain hlmself. Yot
he resalized the young man was right,
g0, pulling the chiid’s bowed legs
around his neck, he faded stolidly In-
to the falllng snow.

Inside the hut Polly Hopkins was
sented, tensely silent, her slender fin-
gers clasped togother about her knees
Suddenly she hewrd voltes other than
the low hum of MacKenzie's questions
and Evelyn's sobbing answers In the
coop-hole,

She arose slowly, ready to spring
at Larry Blshop or Lye Braeger If
they appeared at the door. To send
them away Instantly was the declsion
that she made as she saw the lateh
Jift and the door slowly swing In. A
figure she recognized with startled eyes
stepped acrgss the threghold; she sat
down, but was up agaln befure he
spoke,

The man she had so Iunze-d to see
had come agaln, But now he was here,
ghe did not dare let him stay a mo-
ment, Marcus MacKenzie might come
out of the coop-hole even hefore she
could send the newcomer away, While
he was pressing his great coat collar
down over hls shoulders, she tiptoed
to “im oand ulth uplifted hand whis-

pered:

“Hush! Go awn,\'! Go away
quick!” Making a backward gesture,
shie added: "“There's some one In the

coop-hole T don’t want you to see.

His errand having completely left
his mind, Robert, after a moment of
startled inspection, stopped stifily by
the door. The resentment and jealousy
he had nursed so long flared into ae-
tive life and leked him like flames,
(Clothes such as she wore had never
been pald for with squatter money !
She was beautifull So much his eyes
told him, but heé knew she was not
honest ! '

She had said there was some one
In the—v

He fixed her with stern eyes and
then shoved her aside.

“I'm golng to see who he Is" he
snapped.

Polly's fingers caught him as he
tried to pass her,

“No, you can't go In there" she
eried. “Please don't do It

The sound of thelr volces brought
Marcus MacKenzle out Into the kitchen
in one stride. He halted at the sight
of the squatter girl hanging desperate-
Iy to Robert's arm. An exclamation
broke from him; and with one wrench
Percival was free and was at him,

“So It’'s you!" he sald In & tone that
told Polly Hopkins what was In his
mind. “Damn you, you hypocrite—"

His volce broke off, and he brushed
his eyes across with shaking fingers.

| There behind Marcus in the coop-hole

doorway was his pale cousin,

“Evelyn!" he gasped thickly, “God,
what's this all about? Every one of
you look as H—as Iif—"

Bewlldered and overcome, he could
not finlsh his sentence.

Marcus had csught Evelyn to him;
and Pollyop, tearlessly ashamed, had
sunk Into the big chalr to hide the
finery which she knew had brought
the hurt into Robert's eyes, . She
wished she was clothed In daddy's
boots and lier own callco dress |

“Shut the door, Bob,” Marcus or-
dered as calmly as he could.

Mechanlcally Robert did as he was
bidden. When he turned again, Mar-
cus was seated, with Evelyn clinging
to him, and Pollyop's face was cov-
ered by one arm.

- Evelyn began to cry weakly,

anqtoi’ollyulfm
hhpon!!hodtorthe

“[ thought I could kill "er, sir,” she

added, ralsing streaming eyes, “but
—when daddy's coat fell down, an' the
big mummy an' Granny Hope smlled
at me, I quit hatn' you an' wantln'
to 'kill your woman,"

She struggled up and moving to the
wall, leaned aguinst “The Greatest
Mother In the World"” as If she, too,
would add herself to the vast family
of hurt ones, L |

Every one of her words was directed
to MacKenzle,

“Then I'tn to understand,” he asked
s!nwlt'. “that you dellberately took wmy
wife away to kill her?"”

“But she didoe’t, Mare” Interjected
Evelyn,

Marcus made & wide gesture with
one arm,

“Hush, Eve," he muttered. *“I want
to hear, what Miss Hopkins has to
suy."”

“Yep, I took her,” tralled on Polly,
“an' 1 meant to croak her, too, an'
throw ‘er in the lnke. Just to get even
with you, sir,”

“Then why didn't you do t?" de-
manded Marcus,

Pollyop threw a short glance at the
other man, stanling white and silent.
She cleared her throat, and leaned
ouly the harder against the wall

“On a sudden,” the continued, as if
eager to finish her tale, “I somehow
remembered everythlog Granny Hope
learned me when she was In the shack
here, She always said, mister, when
you was devilish enough to snake a
squatter from the Sllent Clty"—Polly
puused and coughed, then proceeded
in the dead sllence: “Graony sald
you was the Image and llkeness of the
good God up In the sky an’' a brother
to Jesus, the same as us squatters.
But I said I didn’t ever want to fly
away to God if He looked like you!™

Leaving the wall she came forward
and hurried on: *“An’ I meant it them
times, an' much more after you rall-
roanded my daddy and swiped Jerry
awny from me."

Marcus placed his wife In the chalr
and stood up. He started to spenk to
Pollyop; but Evelyn's cry cnused him
to turn swiftly, The drabness of her
face startled him.

“Mare! Robert!™ she said, “I can’t
go back home untll I've told yon some-
thing. No, Marc, don't stop me. 1
will talk. Now, Hsten! O, honey!"
This appeal was to her husband who
had lald his fingers on her shoulder,
“*Won't you hold my hand while I tell
it

Much moved, Man:us did as she re-
quested, His firm clasp seemed 1o
encourage Evelyn, and she went on:

“Darling, i've always been—drend-
ful to—to Polly Hopkins, and—and
she's beem an angel to me.”

She was golng to tell It all, raged
through Polly's mind. Was she going
to bring to light her relations with
the dead Oscar? Old Marc would
never forgive it! Thinking more now
of the baby coming next summer to
the almost inceherent woman than of
her own happiness, Pollyop made a
movement g8 I£ to contradict the stite-
ment ; but Evelyn's impetuous rush of
words halted her,

“No, Polly, I'm golng to put things
right now, even If Marc leaves me to-
night,” she declared,- clearing her
throat, “Robert, dear boy, I lied to
you. I lled to Polly and to you, Mar-
cus,  Osear Bennett wasn't Polly's
sweetheart at all,. He—he was my
husband "

MuacKenzle stiffered, but did not
drop the cold fingers he held; and
Evelyn wept bitterly, unable to go on,

A horse whinnled outside; but In
the shanty no sound could be heard
save the hysterical sobbing of Evelyn.

It seemed to Kobert as If Le must
shake from his cousin the rest of the
dark story, so ilmpatient was he (o
hear it

“Then—then when you came, my—
my beloved,” Evelyn ralsed her tired
eyes to her husband, “I tried to get
rid of him.. I did my best to ger Polly
Hopkins to promise she'd marry Oscar
after he had freed me, I wanted to
get him out of the colintry!™

Unwilling to spare herself the least
humiliation, she ehded in piteous con-
fusion: *“I was glad when I knew he

was dead”
“Then how did he dle? umo_ swift-
ly from MacKenzie, %
“0Oh, just as the doctor told yom
Mare, dear,” replied

“lq wWas

[

) vl'wldn't have been any great losy If

tended to forgive his unhappy wife or
nog,

But Percival did not walt to find
out. He sprapg to the door, jerked It
open and closed it bebind with a bang.
In fact, he did not even sge Evelyn
slip quietly Into a faint, or Marcus
snateh her Into hls ariws ss If he never
Intended to let her go.

It was only Polly who heard the
prsslonate love words that came from
Iipx that hod so often flung oaths st
ber and her people, She watched Mar-
cus dully, her heart aching and her
muscles rigid with paln, Robert had
not belleved what Evelyn had sald!
He had gone away withoot & word to
her! Of course, then, he did not love
her any morel

Unnoticed by the MacKenzies, Polly
Hopkins sat very quiet, while Evelyn,
whe bhid regained consclousness, was
e¢linging to her husband's neck and
listening to his assurances that she
was forgiven, Then suddenly, through
the low rumble of Marcus' volce and
the sighs and sobs of Evelyn, Pollyop
heard a shrill squatter eall. She rose
slowly to her feet and stood rooted
to the spot, The volce that had
sounded was high, childish, like Wee
Jerry's,

With the superstition of her kind,
Polly was overcome by a great fear.
Jerry wus dying alone in a piace of
strangers! His lttle spirit had called
to her in the grief of its going! She
cast a glance at the man and the
woman. They were wholly enveloped
In themselves and pald no attention
to the pluintive wall that broke from
her llps. She struggled to the door
and opened it, and there—right hefore
her sturtled eyes—was Daddy Hop-
kins, with Jerry astraddle his neck,

“Daddy!” came In one bewildered
ery from her shaking lips,

Then they faded from her vislon,
and the brown eyes yielded to seml-
consciousness, and semi-consclousness
was lost In complete oblivion.

When Polly Hopkins again lifted
her lids, she was surrounded by a
group of people whom at first she did
not recognize, Then Duddy Hopkins
detached himself from the rest, He
was seated very near her, That was
nice, Indeed ! she thought dimly., She
must have dreamed that Old Mare
had sent him to prison. Wee Jerry
was cuddled at her slde. Then he,
ton, had never gone away |

What brought full remembrance to
her was the sight of Larry Bishop

i

She Was In tin Big Squatter’s Out-
stretched Arms in a Twinkling,
Weeping Against His Breast.

leaning agalnst the wall at ths foot of
the hed. He was looking at her with
tear-filled eyes, his cracked llps work-
Ing painfully.

“Larry,” she crled, struggling up,

It was AMarcus MacKenzle that
shoved himself In beside Jeremiah and
bent over her,

“Larry dido't do it, Daddy; I did,”
she moaned, “Please, Mr, MacKenzle,
plense, belleve me!™

She ecrawled wearlly into Jeremlah's
arms and hugged his bushy head.

“Oh, Daddy Hopkins, 1 got to go—
to—to jall, I been—a wicked—bad—"

She was straloing so to finlsh that
Robert Percival was no longer able to
keep guiet. He stepped forward so
that Polly saw hilm over Daddy's
shoulder. She glared at him wildly,

“Tell ’em—oh—tell "em,” she shud-
dered,

The tears In his eves softened her
expression,

“It'a llike yon to feel sorry for me,
sir!" Bhe winced. “An' gettin' Daddy
an' Wee Jerry back Is like you, too,
Every day I'm In Jall T be prayin'
you'll be happy.” She strangled at the
imemory of Old Mare's words, “T'll get
you next, huzzy!"

Then Robert, stung with remorse at
his disbelief in her, picked her out of
her father's arms. When he had placed
ker In a chalr, he sald:

““Polly, darling, we've heard the
whole story from—from—"

He looked toward Larry Bishop,
mllhllu as If he did net remember

“Yesterday It

d| my whole famtly had been sunk in the

euuueun-muh-_

2, | lake, We were all more wicked than
;""

in the Sflent City. But te-
difterent "
Mumdu.ncwuu-

“does
aln’tm rahnmwlth-
leng? Oh. Daddy—*

stretched arms fn a twinkling, weep-
Ing aguinst his breast,

“This night's work,” sald MacKen-
gle, moved almost beyond speech,
“won't pnss outside the few who know
It. And Polly—look up, child. I want
to tell you something

In ellence she dared a timid glance
at him,

“While you—you were—asleep—just
now, Mr. Percival and I made arrange-
ments with your father to glve him
work,” MacKenzie told ber, “Does
that please you?"

“Awful much,” she slglwd then-she
turned and looked at Bishop, standing
agalnst the wall.

“What about Larry?" she murmured
softly. “Poor, poor Larry.”

“I'll help him, too,” Marcus agveed
engerly.

Polly cogitated one small moment.

“There's Lye Braeger,” she sighed
agaln. “He aln't got many friends,
Lye aln't!™

MuocKenzie's laugh sent a sense of
rellef over the gloomy group.

“Then Lye Braeger, too,” he ex-
clalmed, “and any other squatter who
wants to work."™

Pollyop, overwhelmed with this gen-
erosity, stood up before him, curls
showering each; shoulder and framing
her lovely, eager face,

“l guess mebbe you were an angel
all the time, llke Granny *ope sald
once," she sald shyly., “I'm* thankin'
you, slr, an' I—I'm hopin’ the llttle
one God’s sendin’ In the summer'll look
Just like—llke—a smile touched her
lips—"Just llke Jerry,” she ended.

Because she was so simply natursal,
MacKenzie replied solemnly:

“If my child looks as much like me
as Jerry looks llke his father, I'll be
satisfied.”

Then he hurrled his wife away, of-

fering to ecarry Robert home with
them,
“No, slr," sald that young man

stoutly. “I've got to talk to Polly Hop-
kins,”

{I'm goin’ now, too,” grunted Larry
Blshop. “Got to go an’ see Lye Brae-
ger, He's slck In bed with a stum-
mick ache. Good night, Polll See
you tomorrow, Jerry Hopkins"

He made a gesture of farewell to
Robert ; and Pollyop went to the door
with him, There she brought a wry,
twitching smlle to his lips by throw.
ing her arms a.boul his neck and klss-
ing him,

“It's all right now, Larry, dear!"
she whispered. “Good-by."

When she turned slowly to Robert,
her face was suffused with crimson
blood.

“Aln't your horses gettin' cold, sir?”
she gueried. ' “It's worse outside than
when you came["

Jerenifah bllnked at them, went tc
the cot and picked up the drowsy
baby. To hide his embiArrassment, he
sented himself and rocked the child
back and forth, He was almost afrald
of his beautiful daughter, dressed so
unllke herself, her hair hanging In
glistening curls over Evelyn Robert-
eon's exquigite clothes,

“The horses are well covered, Polly,"
cnswered Robert. “I'll make it worth
the driver's while to walt a bit,”

Then unable to bear the straln any
longer, he burst out:

“Darling, ean you ever forgive me?™

She gave him one melting glance
and llke a fluttering bird sped iuto hils
arms and stayed there, And thus the
two young things, with nothing be
tween them and long stretches of hap-
piness, clung to ench other until the
tinkle-tinkle of the MuacKenzie slelgh
bells wns lost in the night.

Then the squatter girl, disengaging
herself from her sweethedart’s arms
went to her father,

“Daddy," she breathed, bending
over him, “ever since I mended the
roof that dn_\—t!le saine day 01d Mare
came hmne. I've been lovin'"—she
reached back her hand, and Robert
clasped it, “I've been lovin—" Chok-
ing, she eould get no farther in that
important explanation,

Robert stepped beside her, and rest-
ed his hand on the down-hent head.
He knew now tlmt though she was a
squatter, one of the despised of the
earth, he loved her better than the
whole world,

“It's just like Granny Hope said,
Daddy," Pollyop went on, the velvety
brown softening the misty eyves, “She
sald, Granny Hope did, that love's hig-
ger an' better'n hate any day. An' it's
true, aln't it

“Yep,” nodded Hopkins, smoothing
her face with one great hand, “I guess
80, hrat!"

“It sure Is," added Robert io her
ear,

Then he looked at Jercmiah.

“May I have her some day, sir?" he
asked In reverent tones, “T'll maks
her so happy you won't regret It"

Jeremiah's big frume shook, and
Pollyop, ever devoted to him, kissed
him tenderly,

“T'll pever leave you, Daddy darlin’,
precious old Daddy," she cried, “Meb-
be—" Bhe looked up at the tall man
standing by her. “Mebbe,” she ra
peated, “you'd take Jerry an’ Daddy
too, huh? They're awful good an
never get in noybody's way."

“And Jerry and your father too
my darling” laughed Robert, In ar
outburst of happiness. “I can haws
your little girl, Mr. Hopking, can't I7
“Yep," whispered Jeremiah, sighing
heavlly.

Then  while Robert was bldding
Polly good-night, Jeremiah, with

She was In the big squatters out-

SUCH PAINS AS
THIS WOMAN HAD

This is another case where Lydia E.
Pinkham's Vegetsbie Compound
broughtresultaafter®‘tr everything
any one told me'* had

If you are suffering from her-
Vousness and are llwlya tired; goﬂ
3 oY apiritad tnd guod for potk0e.
take Lydi u
Compound. You may not on]y nelieﬂ
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DON'T
DESPAIR

If you are troubled with pains or
aches; feel tired; have headache,
indigestion, insomnia; painful pas-
sage of urine, you will find relief in

GOLD MEDAL

¢

The world's standard remedy for kddney,

livar, bladder and uric acid troubles and

National Remedy of Holland since 1606,

Three sizes, all druggista.

Look for the mame Gold Medal on every box
and sccept no imitation

Hot Stuff,

S8ome of the corn lquor being made
nowadays has a potency all Its own.
They tell this story in illustration.

In the North Carolina mountains
two darkies opened a jug, and io do-
Ing so spilled a litfle. One drop fell
on a tumble bug, who Immediately
dropped his ball, elicked his heels to-
gether, threw back hls shoulders and,
backing up to a bhale of cotton the

two negroes had been carrying,

gnorted : '
“All right, blg boy. Let's go!"—
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is what one
writes of Mrs.

Write for free booklet 'of
Jetters from groteful mothers,
ARCLO-ANERICAN DRUG €O,
AR5-217 Fdion St New York
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' FOR BURNS CUTS ITCH SORES

75¢ at stores; B5¢c by mail. Address
New York Drug Concern, New York.

CIVIL SERVICE POSITIONS OVEN; ac-
sountants, law, r.mtal. rallway-mail, depart.
mental clerks; wtenogs.; watchmen, exams,
soon. Free bookist, Box N1%, Wanhington.D.C.
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